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THE MAN @' AIRLIE.

{The song Lawrence Barrett sings in the play.])
Obi, there ubon' you hesther hill,
Whers footin  comes but rarelv,
Thers 18 & house they po nt oni addi,
Wh o re dwelt the mnn o' Alrie.
He «ore a cont o' hodden gruy,
i hand wus hasd o labor,
Pt still bie had & hamely way
0 s andin' by his palghbor,

His urly laugh made men rejolen,
Eis worrds thie neghbons gualed;

Thw 1 the lai 7 aten luves) his voice,
And 1o hibs sinble coutided ;

The words to=d v thnt 1eft b lip
Became a el oeiarmow

Hout, mun the trwendstip of his grip
Woukid lue the heart o' sorTow,

e was vn' loal, he was na' prowd
11 tacke ¢ in barnin' sairly

At yet ye'l plok him frae a crowd,

he honest man o' Alrlie,

s weunlth it wes pa' o his land,
It was oa’ in the city

A mint o' honor was in his band,
His heart a mine o plty.

He's dead and gone, this prince o' Fils,
Mute is his borly laughter;

Butr ah! the music o' Iifu.
Thut bides with us lang after.

His memory Hees, the man may die,
Thit Hogers beght und louln’,

Just ke u star lost frne the sky,
W Liose ruy survives his ruln,

LINK BY LINIL.
THE STORY OF A MYSTERY.

The shower was ended. A hrisk |
breeze wasrapidly tearing away the gray |
thuunder clonds from the face of the June |
sky, sud the sun shone down with re-
newed fervor, |

“As hut as 'twas before the rain!" ex- |
claimed Mrs, Curtis as she opened her |

asol, aund leisurely stepped from the |
eywood dry goods store in which she |
had, half an hour before, taken shelter |
from the storm.

“Yes, it is, ma'sm,"” said Mr. Brown, |
the proprietor, handing her the bundles |
she had bought from him, and he added: I
“You'll have a hot walk under this |
brilin'-hot sun. Better run mn to our |
Louse nnd stay to ten, You hain't seed |
tho twins. Smartest little critters ever
was, Mrs. Brown's getting on finely, |
aud will be glad to see you*”

“Thanks; 1'd like to, but I must horry
home aud can my cuwrrants, Besides, |
wouldu't uudertake that long walk
throngh the pine wood after dark for |
anything in the worll, 7Tt'¢ glorious
epough® in the daytime. Chve my re-
spects to your wife; tell her I'll drop in
Emm and see her and the babies. Good- |

ay."

“Good-day,” said Brown, aud he |
added, us he saw Mrs. Curtis hurrying |
down the street, “*Queer critter!” |

Yes, by all the inhabitants of Heywood |
Mrs. Curtis was called peculiar, She
was upwards of fifty years, tall and |
erect, with iron-gray hais, ruddy cheeks,
aud keen, dark eyes, And, decidedly,
she was & person that minded her own |
business. She had lived in Heywood |
for five years, yet in all that time not a |
single person had been able to glean any |
information councerning her past life, |
All that could be ascertuined was thut
she was a widow, childless, and with a
little property, consisting of a little cot- |
tage surrounded by a few acres of land,
and with a few hundred dollars in the
Heywood biank,

Meauwhile, Mr, Brown returncsd to
his connter to wait on a customer, and
Mrs, Curtis pursued her journey home-
ward. For some distance her road led
along the dusty highavay, then she turned
into a little footpnth throngh the daisy- |
dotted meadow, then across the creek
bridge, uutil presently she came to the
dense pine woods whose shade was very
pleasiug to her,

When about half way through the |
woods she eame to a small pateh of late
struwberries,  She stooped to pick them,
Her brown, hard-working hands were
nearly full of the luscions, red berries,
when a rustling and a footstep startled
her. She hastily glanced up.  In an in-
stant au iron-like hand was clatehing her
throat, and—only the frightened, wild-
wood birds could tell her the rest,

* - -
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About two miles from the village of
Heywood, and on the bauks of Brair
Creek, dwelt Peter Groat, He was a
‘German, who, with his family, had |
lately come to Ameriea, and in the pre- !
vious autnmn had bought a few acres of
land bordering the creek. Here he had |
erected o small, but comfortable honse,
and was, to all appearance, an honest,
hard-working man. The only thing |
that conld be said against him by a few
grumblers was that he was too “‘close,”
clinging tightly to his hard earned pen-
nies, and ever on the lookout for more, |
But this certainly was excusable when it |
was known that he had a mortgage on |
his farm, which together with the wants |
of a rapidly increasing family, was |
enough to make any man greedy of|
grain, oz |

It was evening of the day on Whlﬂh‘
our story began, Peter, surronnded by
his wife and children, sat smoking hia
pipe on the little grass plot in front of
the house,

The sapper had been eaten, the cows
milked, t‘lw igs fed, the chickens
housed from thievish rats, and all thoI
family, young and old, felt entitled to a
senson of rest, Hans and Fritz were
furning snmmersanlts on the soft grass; |
Gretehen, n flaxen-haired lussie, was |
feading a pet robin; Franz, the six
mouths baby, was euddled up in his|
mother's breast, econtentedly smacking |
his lips over his evening meal, '

The sun went down, the shadows
deepened. The clock in the distant vil-
Inge atruck the hour of eight, Peter
Gront rose, shook the ashes from his
pipe, and said:

“Come, kinder, it is late, The dew is
falling, and let's to bed.”

“Vater! vater!” suddenly cried Hans
and Fritz, rupning up from the gate,
“‘there s n man coming in our yard-—n
stranger! ’

Peter slowly sanntered down to meet
the new comer.

He was an elderly man, with a tanned
and ragoed face, sandy  hair sprinkled
with grav, and dark, decp-set a-y.-s,m\tm-.-l
whnt fmflomed.  His elothes were of |
good material, although worn and dosty |
with travel, In his haod he earried n !
large satehel, !

“Good evening.” e said, courtonsly,

“Evening to you, sir,” repiisd Poter
Ciront,

“I m a peddler,” said the man, npvuk-‘
ing in German, T have sold nearly alll
my gonds, and am on my way back to
New York, I got left by the train, and
ﬁMtom&&&;mtm&m’l

my way, must get =
ings for the night. Can you help me ¥

“The geod book commands us to show

[

| Peter Groat &, |
| him, telling Frau Groat that she might

| and broken.

[ ——

hospitality.” said Peter, ‘“Aund although
wo are not rich, we never yet turned
away & benighted traveler, Ho, come
in, e:n;l my frau shall get you something
to eat.”

The table was soon with & neat,
white cloth, w which was pluced n
platter of eold boiled meat, garnished
well with vegetables, then a plate of
white bread, a roll of butter, a dish of
shining binckberries, and a plate of spiey
ginger cookies,

“ feel too dirty to sit down to o de-
cent table,” said the traveler with a
amila, i

It was bLrought, he tock off his ocoat,
preparntory to washing his  face and
hands.  Gretehen who stood beside him
with a fresh towel in her haods,
n slight seream,

“Blood!"” she eried. *“There’s blood on
yonr sleeves!”

The basin of water fell from the
stranger's hands. " His face shone white
through the glistening drops of water he
had dashed npon it. Then, with an ef-
fort, he said carelessly:

“Ah, yes; those rocks by the creek
mule uluitv o gash in my shoulder. Yon
see,” biandly explaiving, “while I was
lost, T thought l'nl try nud cross the
creek. It was getting dark and when [
reached the other side I found it 8o rocky
that I could searcely olimb up. T got

half way when w sudden mis-step made |

me fall. A sharp picce of rock Prereed

| my shoulder, nud, tudead, it has cansed

me considerable pain,”
*‘Ach, too bad!™ said Fran Groat.

put on before you go to bed.”
“Thavks. Aud I'll go to bed right

| after I've had my supper, if you please,

for I'm very tired. Besides, I will oy
to rise early in the morning, so that I
may take the first train,"

The next morning the whole family
was up in time to see their guest depart.
He partook with good appetite of Frau
Groat's breakfast of ham and eggs; hLe
listened quietly and with seeming roev-

erence to his host as he read a chapter |

from the old, black, Gierman Bible, and
offered up the usual morning prayer,
Then, just ns he was ready to start, he
inquired what he should pay for his

| board and lodgiug.

“Oh, notings—notings! You are wel-

come to the bed and the bite,” said
Gront, heartily.
“Yon are very kind,” said the

stranger, “‘but 1 feel that T onght to re:
pay you in some way. Seo here”—
opening his satchel—*if yon will not

let me give money, pray do me the kind- |

ness of accepting these little tokens of
gratitnde, Here, Frau Groat, are two

pair of stockings that wounld just fit your |

busy feet, and here, Gretchen, i8 o bran

new piece of ealico, more than enongh |
They are the only things 1|

for a dress,
did not sell, and I do not care to lug
them home agnin,”

The two women accepled his gifts
with much pleasure, and, with mutnal
ex wessions of good luck,
a ul his kind entertainers parted. The
irmer wore a blue ohecked shirt of
He left his own behind

keep it in exchange for the one she had
given him. As the stranger’s shirt was

of excellent material, with linen bosom |

and enfls, the worthy dame thought she

had made & good bargain,
- - - L ]

William Cireyson, a farmer in the
vieinity of Heywood, missed one of his
cows that Friday night, and early on
ihe following morning set out to make
search for her,  He hunted through the

| mendow lnnds, followed the conrse of the

creck quite a way, and finally entered
the pine woods,  When about hall way
throngh, a brown object lying on the
grass a jittle distance from him, attracted
his attention, He wentto it. It was a
large picce of wrapping paper, and a
long bit of twine was lving beside it
The paper was damp with dew, and as
Cireyson carelessly turned it over in his
liand, he observed some red spots on it
He examined them more closely. They
were the bloody prints of a thumb and
fingors,

He looked aronnd him keenly. He
goon noticed that the bank of ferns  bor-
dering the path, was in one place erushed
He followed these marks,
and they led him to the most dense and

most unfrequented part of the woods, |

and there, in o hollow, almost covered
with nnderbrush, lay the body of a
woman. It was Mrs, Cuartis, Iying stiff
and stark, with a bloody gash across her
Lhroat,

Two hours later, a party of men was
hunting the leafy labyrinths of the pine
woods., They were endeavoring to find
the trail of the murderer.

Aun bour passed, and they had met
with no success, Some of them had
gathered together for the purpose of
consultation, when suddenly a ery from
one of their companions, who was a
little distance from them, attracted their
attention,

“See what I have found!” he eried,
holding np a spool of thread.

Mr. Brown, the merchant, who was with
the party, recognized it nt once, and
swid:

“It's one of the epools poor Mrs. Cuw
tis bought of me yvesterday. It's pink,
yvou see,  Nhe was real particular abont

[ the color, =he was piccing a chair cusl-

ion, and wanted the right shade, Now,
it's evident that the villain who murder-
ol her took this ronte throngh the
woods. Soe how the ferna are erushed
this way. Hurry we've got a clew
now!"

The trail Ied them out of the woods
into the meadow that opened right 1nto
the yard of Peter Groat. They wero
going round to the back door to knock,
and ask if the inmates had seen a
stranger larking aronund the premises,
when Mr, Brown chanced to look in the
window,

A look of extreme consternstion over-
sprend his raddy face

Ay Chd!™ hie ertad, wee there!”

Al tarved s Touked i st the win.
dovw. The room was mnoeenpied,  The
f-lru'li llt‘krd “ill‘l'l'flt"_v 17 e carneg \
vitl Wink u.];_" a'l‘rlu'!l i o cihpr osli-
(ELLP Ly T t'n['fa’!lhw”_\'_ ik o the
tnbidey dn the cootre ol the room, Tay two
prdes of stocktoes, and vear thiem, linlf
nurolled, wis w dress-pattern of lilae cal-
Jten

“That ealioo!™ said Mr. Brown, im-
pressively, “‘that onlico is the identicenl
plece T soll Mrs. Cortis, vesterday af-
ternoon, I shonlid know it auywhere,
It's peculiar, you see, o buuch of white

n[
have a sopthing lotion, which you wmay |

the traveler |

It was |
dirty and dingy, and wet with dew, but |

Nilnch on a pirple gronnd. Y& was aTl 1
bad, Beaides, I should know the piece,
becanse on one end there is abont half
' Kard imperfectly printed, which has

oles in it, too, I remember 1 let Mrs,
Curtis have it cheaper, on that acconnt.
l Now, Peter Groat knowa where the mur-
derer is, or—solemnly and slowly—he
did the deed himself!" :

The party of moen went silently aod
‘ soberly to the back door, and here they

were horrified in finding fresh evidence
Frau Groat was engaged in washing o
- blood-stained shirt!

They sternly asked her to whom it be- |

! longed, but the poor woman, who could
nol speak English, could only look at
them in a frightened way. Her hnsbard
| pow eame in from the garden, and lim

he more impetuons bodly accused him
of the mnrder of the unfortunste Mrs.
| Curtis, His frightened face, his con-
| fusion, his ineoherent utterances, his
| trembling denisls were only so mueh
| agninst him,  Besides, he knew searcely
‘ntly more Foglish than his wife, and

|
I

uttered | they sternly intercogated, while some of |
t

Inter, when calm, hisstory of the traveler |

who had stopped at his honse, was re

| eeived with disbelief and derision. Poor,

| friendless, and a stranger, things looked
| very dark against him,

Weeks passed, his trinl came; he wos

| sentenced to be hanged.

- Ll L -

Rev. Mr, Marshall, rector of Bt
John's Church, Brookdale, a village
some two hundred miles distant from
| Heywood, was in bisstudy, one Septem-
| ber morning, in the year 1878, He was
sufferin
which ﬁe
while on a visit to a sick
Consequently, complying with his wife's
request that he should do no studying or
writing, Mr. Marshall was
| stretched on the lounge in front of a
cherry fire. His eight years old son
Tom, wasin the room, every now an
then ranning up to his father, with some
request. At lust one was:
Saturday; how shall I spend the day?

[.Imriahuuer. |

l“Zi].!'| eant, but in the light of later develop- |

!

“Papa, it's |

| Wish [ had a kite, Do_you kuow how

to make one, papa?”

“T used to, Tom. 1 don’t know
whether I have forgotten or not. Give
me the newspaper on the table, please,
and the scissors, Then run ont in the
| wood shed and get me some of those
sticks on the shelf, also a hammer and
some small nails.  Stay, don’t be in sneh
s hurry; ask Hannalh to make a little
flonr paste,™

An for Peter Groat, hé was at onoe re.
leased, and all the inhabitants of Haey-
wood strove to exprass their vegret and
regard for him, but to these, Petor sadly
shook his head, saying :

““He did care to live in a blace where
de people vas so ready to pelieve him a
pm, man " So he sold his little home,
packed his goods, snd with his wife and
ohildren, moved to the far West, where
it is to be hoped, in spite of sweet char
ity's sake, he is more careful in enter
taining beuighted travelers,

Perils of Sleeping Cars.

There is a good doal of interest mani-
fested these days on the part of the
American people relative to the matter
of sepurate sleeping cars for the two
sexes. It is a move in the right direc-
tion, aud we hope it will win. As it is
now, no gentleman traveling alone is
safn,

Several months ago, entirely alone,
we traveled from Latamie to Chiengo
and back, making the ronud trip with no
eacort whatever, Our wife was detained
at home, and that entire journey wna
made with noone to whom we eould look
for lnmw«etiun.

When we returned onr hair had turned
perfectly white with the horror of those
drendful nights,

There was one woman from Philedel- |
phia, whose name we will not mention,
wnd who rode all the way between Oma- |
ha and Chicago in one car. Almost the |
first thing when we started out of Oma-
ha she began to make advances toward |
us by asking us if we would not hold

p—

from an attack of influenza| j,or lunch basket while she went after o
had taken the night before, | L;:'iruk- e : :

She also
nn orange,
These things look small and insignifi-

asked us for our knife to peel l

ments they are of vital importance, |
That evening we saw with horror that |
the woman's section was adjoining our |
owin, !
We nsked the conductor if this could |
not be changed: but he lsughed coldly
and told us to soak our head, or some |

{ snch unfeeling remark,

Tom hurried away, and while waiting |

for him to return, his father glanced
over the colmmns of the newspaper he
was entting, |t was one that his friend,

Mr. Brown, of Heywood, had sent him, |

His eyes chanced to fal upon these
words:

“The (serman, Peter Groat, who mnr-
dered Mrs., Curtis, has been se utenced

month, Groat, thongh a stranger, was
supposed to be a respectable man, and

| not even been ntrodnced,

to be hung on the second Friday in next |

one not at all enpable of perpetrating |

such nerime,  But the evidences of hLis
guilt are most conclusive. The morning
after the murder, his wife was found
washing a bloody shirt, also n
stained with blood
near a woodpile, Besides, goads belong-
ing to the murdereéd woman, were fonnd
in Groat's house,
illﬁ iH i l'll!‘i.tlilh Ultl r'-nuﬂ‘-}nm. nf Sorne
black wood, quaintly carved in the shape
of a tond.
is engraved on the inside,

But with-

to hang him,"

Her name, Hepsibali Curtis, |

knife |

was foand hidden | quietly in their seats, and it was hall-

The only thing miss- |

Mar. |

“Poor fellow!” murmured Mr.
shall, as he Inid down the paper. ‘It |
mnkes one dread to rend the news—one |

comes aeross so many horrors,”

“Papa! papa! vou needn’t mind abont
the kite now,” eried Tom, rushing in
with shining eves.
ealled me over to his honse—he is going
fishing, and says he will take me along,
May I go?”

“If mamma is willing.”

_"thn‘ i5; L asked her. And I've been
digging grubs and fish worma—for bait
vou kuow, DBat see what a nice

box ['ve got.”

“An old sunfl“box,
get it?"

“Myron Mason gave it to me. "

“Who is Myron Mason?"

“Oh, o new man Uncle George got to
work for him in his garden, He's gather-

“Unele George just |

| suspenders, peyving eves are looking over

bait |

Where did you |

ing the pears and trenching the celery, '

Myron was a tramp who came along,
but he is real nice. The box is nice,
too. See what a funny shape it is!"”

“A tond! Qnick! Let me see, Tom!"

Mr. Marshall had not closely exam-
ined the box until now, and it wns with
trembiling fingers that he opened it

“Hepsibah Cartis,” was the name en-
graved on the inuer cover!

Mr. Murshall's face was white, Tt his
voiee was oalm, ns he said:

“Tom,
nnele George to come over herve a few
[ minures—1 want to talk with him on a
| hittle business,

. .

Three days luter, Myron Mason, alioa
Jasper Armand, was arrested for the
murder of Mra, Cuortis,

He made no resistance: he
falsehoods; he simply confessed the
whole affuir, stating that he had mar.
| dered the woman ont of reveuse, Ten

| the girls are all dying after him.

| marringe,
just run over and tell your |
{ sometimes wonder how she ever came to
| say *“ Yes."

told no |

ventrs bofore $ie two had lived in the |

wame town, He had alwavs been wild
amd i solute, bt hind beon the be-
trothed of Mrs. Curtis’ sister, a gentle
and lovely woman, Mrs. Curtis had
| opposed the matoh, knowing that it
wonld canse her sister a life of misery.
Also finding that Armand belonged to a
| gang of connterfeiters, she promptly
| gnve evidence against him,

He was condomned to ten yoars' im-
prisonment. This he bore patiently,

mentally vowing that, when released, he |
. | she utters,

would st once wrenk vengeance on the
woman who had foiled bhis plans and
| blighted his life.

When the time had expired, and the
| prison doors opened to let him pass out,
| he found that the woman he loved was
| dead, und that the woman he hated wns
living in Hevwoold  ‘Thither he wont,
I He Tl seen Mrs, Crrtis go to town, and
had comesaled bimself in the womds to
[ awa't her retnen. He did not take the
| nrticlea ahe earvisd mersly fof the sake
of wlibwry, bt o have snenicion noint
its fingers at some other party. At the
conclusion of his confession, he said that
bhe had no desire of concealing it any
longer. His life was made weetehed by
| the horrid erime he had committed, and
death and exposnre were not nnwelecomen.
The next day after his confinement in
the jail, he was fonnd dead i lis eell
Hao had ended bis life by poison.

| her monruing bhecoming.

|
|
|

|

l

. : . | enre for luxury in traveli
out this, the evidence is strong enough | ™™ for. luxuty in traveiing.

That 18 one bad feature of the present
system, A man traveling aloue gets no |
sympathy or assistance from the condue-
tor,

It would be impossible to deseribe the |
horror and apprecistion of that awful ¢
night. All through its wvigils we saf-
fered on till near worning, when tired |
natuve yielded, and we fell into a -troub- |
led sleep.

There we luy, fair and beauntifal, in !
the soft gray of approaching day, thon. |
sands of miles from onr home, sd less
than ten feet away, a great horrid wom- |
an from Pennsvivania, to whom we luuhl

How we could have slept so soundly |
under the ecireumstances we are yet un- |
able to tell, but after perhaps twenty |
minntes of slumber we saw, above the |
footbonrd of our berth and peering over |
nb us, the face of that woman. With o
wild bound we were on onr feet in the |
aisle of the car. The other berths had |
all disappeared but ours, |

The other passengers were sitting |

past 9 o'clock. The woman from Penu- ‘
sylvanin was in the day coach, !

It was only a horrid dream, |

But supposing it had been a reality! |
And any man that travels alone is lable |
to be insulted at sny time. We do not |

All we
want is the assurance that we are safe, |

The experience which we lave nar- |
rated above is only one of a thonsand. !
ad you note the careworn look of the
man who is traveling alone? The wild,
haunted expression on the econntennnce
and the horrible apprehension that is de
picted there?

You may talk about the varions causes
that are leading men downward to early
grauves, but the nervous strain indueed
by the fear thot while they are taking
out their fulse teeth or buttoning their

the foot-bonrd of their berths, I8 con-
~Ilnrh!lg more pew-mode graves than
consnmption or the Ute wur, —Nye's
Lovmerany.

A Liberal Reward will be Given.

To the writer for the press who never
said that his contribution was dashed off,
To the young man who doesn't think

To the young woman who wonldn't
choose an ice eream to a snbstantinl meal.

To the woman over thirty who never
had an offer,

To the young ludy graduate who would
not rather have & white satin dress than
high honors at the gradustion exercises,

To the warried man who never con-
sidered the possibilities of a second

To the married woman who does not

To the clergyman who doesn't feel just
w little prond of the tears be ealls up at
i fllm‘rlll.

To the ear i‘nli:lrlnl' who does not
take pecnliar pléfsure in helping the
ladies off his car,

To the man who ever exchnnged
umbrellas and went off with a worse one
than he left behind,

To the small boy who pever whistled.

To the doctor who has the hardihood
to tell o wealthy paticut that wothing
ails Lim.

To the boy of eighteen whe does uot
know more than his parents,

To the amatenr farmer who never
drew the long bow when dilating npon
his agrienltnral achievements,

To the widow who does not like to have

To the school teaeher who ean talk
without seeming to watch every word

To the politician who never sought the
place that seemed to seek him,

An Afriean King®s Crown.

Adoruments for African potentates nre
pn itean of some little importanes in the
Birmingham  joweliv teade, which em-
benees ol veal and shinm i{‘w!'ll"\'_ A
firmn of what nre known s * floral Jeanl.
wen ™ hins j,nui |'H""I].l]|0i£‘li a crown for
King Fyo, of Greok Vown, Africs. Ttis
n copy of that of Widinm the Couquerer,
The cap is of blue velvet, the binding of
orine, and the e'rele und spikes ave of
seini=len 1 pold, decornted with thirty.
two real stones, consisting of amethyst
topaz, erystel and ewernld,  Two scap
ters havo also bren supplicd-—one of
gold and the other of silver-—for Duke
Epliraim Fyamoa IX , of Duke Town,

Old Oulabar. These ensigns of Ity
are five feet six inchos long, one being
warmonnted by u Multese cross and the
other by a dove, They are both made
to unacrew at the end for the msertion
of a peacoek's feather, which is used in
some portion of the state ceremonics of
Old Calabar,

e —

Bruin’s Kindness to a Little Onteast.

In the winter of 1709 Pierre Traivant,
n little fellow of about 10 years, having
no longer parents or a house in Savoy,
wandered to the provinee of Lorraine in
search of a relstive whom he heard
lived near the palace of Leopold, Puke
of Lorraine,

One bitter night be applied to a poor
woman for shelter. She told him she
had no room for him in her house, but
he might go into the barn. Atl%nmmg
the barn was & hut, where was kept o
tame bear owned by the Duke, Ready
to perish with cold in the emrty barn,
Pierre resolved to trust himself to the
mercy of Bruin, *

Timidly he enterec the hut and slow-
ly approsched the animal, Bruin, how-
ever, instead of doi.nghl}nim any harm,
drew the shivering child between his
paws and gently pressed him to his

reast, till warm and comfortable he fell
asleep.

The next morning when he awoke, he
found himself still held by the bear, his
hend resting on the animal's warm fur.
When he arose to go away the bear al-
lowed him to leave, only following him
with caresses as far as the chain wonld
permit, The young Bavoyard wandercd
all day about the city, but, tinding no
trace of lis relative, returned in the
evening to Marco's hut, that name
having been given to the bear. Marco
recoived him with the same kindness,
and for some time that was his nightly
rebregt, .

Whnt was more remarkable, and
added not a little to the poor boy's joy,
the bear regularly reserved part of his
food for him, .

A number of days passed without his
heing discovered, then one of the ser-
vants came to bring Marco's snpper
Inter than usual, and saw the slecping
child clasped to his breast, The bear
refused to move in order to take the
food, and rolled his eyes in a furions
manver whenever the man made any
noise that might waken the sleeper,

The report of this extraordinary con-
duet soon spread at court, and reaehud
the ears of the Prince., SBome of the
courtiers,in order to prove the truth of
Marco's hospitality, passed s night near
the hut, and saw with astonishment
that the bear never stirred as long as
little Picrre showed an inclination to
al\’c' D

When he awoke at dawn of day sod
found himself discoverad, ho was very
mnch frightened and feared he wonld
be punished, But the bear, curessing
him with great foudness, tried to coux
him to eat what
previous night.

Pierre wus at first too slarmed to
comply, but finally did so at the request
of the courtiers, who afterward conducted
him to the Dnke,

When I..m;imld heard the little Savoy- |

ard's whole history, and how long the
bear had befriended him, he ordered
thut the child should have a home at
his court, and the best of care aud
irnining given nim.

no doubt he wounld have risen to s
high position, if sudden death had not
terminated his ecareer a short time after,

Usary In Minlature,

Awful warning to borrowers don't do
any good, but they mnst be published.
A hoepeful, industrious young Louis-
villian borrowed 815 from a shrewd young
Louisvillian, agreeing to pay 82 i week
interest, and in ense the interest shonld
not be paid it was to be doubled, qu.
ful's boss became Hopeful's security.
The debt rouwon a while, and Hu]u'fnl
paid some of it, but unexpected expenses
arose, and at the end of fonr months he
found himself unable to pay any more,
The interest had run np to $28,60— total
debt, ouly S15H at first, now 243.60 !

Shrewd began to smell afinancial crisis, |

The debt has gone away beyond Hope-
ful's most exanggerated hopes, Shrewd
raised o eylone, and threatoned o further
disturbance of the elements. He came
down on Hopeful's boss, The boss raised
u racket that nearly uusettled the build-
ing. It was Shrewd and Hopeful, then
Shrewd aad the boss, then the boss and
Hopeful. At length, when the eloments
bhad partly spent themselves, Shrewd
magnanimonsly said he'd take 30 and
eall it square ; whereat the boss wrote
ont a check and Shrewd took it and
went off to the bauk to identify hitself,

What the boss and l‘l(l[u!flll sald to each {

other after he had gone has not vet
passed through the telephone exchange.
—Lowisville Courier-Junrnal.

Prospect of an American Pompeii.

Every happiness has its shadow, In
the perfect sunshine of San Rafael, Cali-
fornia, over ngainst the purple lines of
the perpotunl summer sea, the inhabit-
ants have
dreams of enrtlily paradise by unmistak-
nble gigns of the neigliboring monntam
of Tamanlipas that the internal fires are
making ready for such voleanio eoccen-
tricities as make the lovely vales that
border Vesuvins an unceasing menace of
destruction, Vesuvius has withic three
thousand years destroyed two cities and
tens of thonsands of lives, San Rafacl
in now contemplating with anything but
composare the fate that Pliny deseribes
ot Pompeii and Herculanenm 2,500 years

ago. L

American Coin In Foreign Countries.

The American 81 is worth five francs
(95 cenuts) and o trifle over 30 centimes
in the coin of France. One Austrian
florin i equal to two English shillings,
or about 46 cents, and the rix dollar to
81 American. In regmnrd Y%  German
coin, there are abont as many different
kinds as there are different kingdoms in
the Empire, The ecrown of Duden is
valued at §1. 10, the thaler of Sazouy at
81, the thaler of Prussia ot 70 cents, the
thaler of Brunswick and Hanover af &0
cents, and 8o on ; the 20-mark (gold) is
eqnal to an English sovereign, which ia
equal to $4.83 American money. The
Swedish eronor, or crown, is equal to
206 40 cents, nud the Daunislh rix dollar
s about 60 couts

Hansn connsols hnw -no effect ; they

lie had saved from the I

been uwukmm(‘l from their |

Is a preparation of Protoxide of Iron, Peruvian
!hrkpnml tha l‘l'hmplu’t:-!. associated with the

T

Vegetuble Aropuatles. Endorsed by the Medical
Profession, pnd recommended by them for Dye-
pepsi encrnl Debility, Female Dis-
cnos.-‘vam-( Vienliny, rveus Fros-
tration, Convaleseence m Fevers
and Chrenic Chills and Fever, ltserves
every pur where & TONIC I8 necéssary.

Haonfactured by The Dr. Harter Medicine Co,, SL

The following I8 one of the very many testimo-
wo are recelving dully:

Gentlemen —Kome I.hr‘? months ago 1 hnﬁu the
use of Di. Haxrkr's Inox ToNic, urou ?ad-
wice of many friends who knew its virtueas, 1 was
suffering froin general debility to such an extent
that my labor was exceedingly burdensome to me,
A vacation of a month did not give me much re=
lief, but on the contrury, was followed by In-
ereased prostration and sinking chills. Af this
tme I began the use of your Inox Towic, from
which | r% lzed almest trimediate and wopderful
resuits old energy roturned and 1 found
my nat ree was ol vertmandatly abated.
bave used three bottles of (hoxr:mc. Bince using
1t 1 have done twice the labor that 1 ever did In the
saine Ume daring my liness, and with double the
ma. With the wil nerve and vigor of body,
come also a clearness of thought never hu!ol"
enjoyed, 1If the TONIC has not nllln&u work,
kuow not what. I give it the credit,

"""'T"ﬁﬂ\'f IT80N,

Troy, O , Jas. 3, 1878,
For Sale by Druggists and General Dealers Everywhere

OSTELTER

o

Feoble and Sickly Persons

Resover the rvitality by pursuing & sonrss of Hostes
tor's Btomach Bitters, the most populsr invigorant and
alterative diclne in use. O 1 debility, fever and
agua, dyspepsia, eonstipation, rheumstism and other
maladies are complete'y removed by it Ask thoss whe
bave used It what (4 has done for them.

" For sale by all Druggists and Dealers genarally.

ard Colleotons]

Ist. Buyseven bars DOBBINS’
ELECTRIC SOAP of your Gro-
oer,

2d. Ask him to give you a bill
of IL.

3d. Mall us his bill and your
full address.

4th. We will mall YOU FIIER
soven beauliful eards, in six col-
orsand go'd, representing Shak-
speare’s ‘“ Seven Ages of Man.”

1. L. CRAGIN & 00,,

116 South Fourth St.,
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

e~ Bock for Threshermen

Worth 828, Forsale for 88 Centa

ThuEsuEaMan's HOOLKEEFTNG,

including al) blanks aspded to

:;:::-’.:!'n o w—%n

ininotory. Addiess

THE AULTMAN & TAYLOR €0.
Mansfield, Richlxnd Co., O,

AMERICAN AND FOREIGN

PATENTS

GEORGE E. LEMON, Att’y at Law,
WANHINGTON, D, ©.
Taoforences given ty

ual ablenta in nearly
le,: the ?ﬁ: “l-“wr!“?::u:;'l;:l:l:.d !m

nro like hammers, which are always re-
pulsed Ly the anvil, &

oharge for servloes unl :.- o,
ASTHMAG: it et o




